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Summary: Hiccup has more in common with the town's doctor than he 
realizes. No pairings, drabble-ish. Spoilers for end of anime kinda 
and movie. 


1 . Infection 

**After seeing How To Train Your Dragon, I couldn't help but think of 
automail when I saw that Hiccup had a metal leg at the 
end. ** 

**Seriously. I was sitting there at the drive-in theater and I was 
flipping out because Hiccup had some crude form of automail. How 
nerdy can I get?** 

**Sorry if parts don't make sense, or if Hiccup is OOC . or Ed for 
that matter. Post ep . 51, except Edward ends up here instead of 
Germany . * * 

**I don't own Eullmetal Alchemist or HTTYD-the are property of Hiromu 
Arakawa/BONES and DreamWorks, respectively. 

><strong> 

•:k ^ ^ 


>Nobody was sure who he was.<pxp> 

He was an enigma amongst the townspeople and didn't fit in anywhere, 
not even with the outsiders and outcasts. Quiet and reserved, he made 
a living for himself in the medical field, knowing quite a bit more 
than anyone else there, for whatever reason. The only evidence he 
existed was the shaggy black dog he kept, which had an affinity for 
bounding around the village center, and the small shack he'd built 
just inside the forest. They had asked for a name upon his arrival, 
and he claimed it was Edward Elric, Eullmetal Alchemist. 



While Edward the Metal, as he'd been dubbed by the town, was not 
feared, he was most certainly scrutinized by the citizens. He never 
associated with anyone if he could help it, he never really spoke, he 
didn't fear dragons, but instead screamed upon first seeing one why 
anyone would create such a pitiful, deprived abomination. (Needless 
to say. Hiccup didn't like him very much after that incident.) 

The only time they ever saw the young man express any emotion other 
than sorrow was when he cared for the massive black mutt he called 
Hughes or was when he could be coaxed down to a town bonfire and 
singing some of the folk tunes he knew from his own land. Edward 
didn't have a superb voice, but it carried more emotion with the war 
songs of destitution and grief than any other man could even 
imagine . 

Astrid had asked him how he knew military battle songs. Edward 
claimed he was a Major and had seen his fair share of fighting before 
the age of fifteen. Mostly skirmishes, he claimed, but the occasional 
large battle on the borders of his country weren't uncommon. He 
claimed, with a great heaviness to his voice, that he had even killed 
men before, men with families, wives, and children at home who would 
never see their father again. He claimed that he'd seen things, lost 
things that he'd never be able to regain. 

Hiccup had snorted at this. "You think you had it tough?" he asked 
one day, then lifted his leg, revealing the metal crutch attached to 
the end. "You don't know anything. I lost my ability to fly 
freely . " 

Silently, solemnly, the town's doctor removed his ever-present gloves 
and rolled up the sleeve of his right shirt and left pant leg. In the 
darkness, nobody knew what exactly he was doing, but as the fire 
swelled suddenly, a gleam caught everyone's eye; the man was missing 
two limbs. "I lost my mother, my childhood, and my brother at once. 
Everything I loved most," he said quietly. "I know the feeling; I'm 
sorry about your leg." 

Hiccup couldn't think of anything to say after that. 

It was almost a full year after the dragon fiasco and things were 
settling back into a sense of normalcy. People slowly learned to 
coexist with the dragons they had once struggled so hard to fight, 
and Stoic had even insisted that the youth of the village, led by 
Hiccup, teach the older dragon hunters how to ride and get along with 
the reptile beasts. Some of the village men were reluctant to part 
with tradition, but the Nightfury had managed to change their minds, 
including that of Hiccup's father and town leader. Stoic. 

Edward was the only one in the village who seemingly refused to 
accept dragons as the others did. Every time he laid eyes on one, his 
face took on a pained expression and he started muttering under his 
breath about the travesty that must have occurred to "create so many 
beasts". When he learnt that they could breathe fire and fly 
thousands of feet into the air, he almost had a heart attack, 
muttering with wide-eyed astonishment that there was no physical way, 
it simply couldn't be. 

Hiccup had never really cared about Edward. As long as the man didn't 
take out his painfully blatant disdain for dragons on the poor 
beasts, he would leave the medic alone. The awkward teenager never 



gave the outsider a second thought, never really believed that he was 
anything special or had gone through anything nearly as difficult as 
what he had. After all. Hiccup was a teenager and had all but 
completely stopped caring. 

That all changed quickly. 

Winter hid hard and fast that November. The weather was already 
bone-chilling, and had been since September, but snow didn't appear 
on the ground until just after All Hallows Eve. 

Hiccup insisted on functioning outside as though he still had a flesh 
leg and foot. He was a Viking, for the sake of the gods, and he'd be 
damned if he didn't carry his weight like one. The snow of the north 
was something he'd grown up with, he could handle it. 

Or, well, he could have, had he not had a prosthetic limb. 

The cold, plus rampant disease caused infection where the metal of 
his leg met the flesh. Hiccup, having always been a small, frail boy, 
succumbed quickly to fevers, stomach illness, and anything and 
everything else that came with. His father had quickly demanded that 
he be brought to Edward, rather than having Edward's significantly 
larger and heavier prosthetics make the trip into town through 
drifting snow. 

Hiccup protested, but he didn't get his way. He was going to be 
treated by a person he didn't like for something that he didn't wish 
for . 

Great . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxp> 

"You idiot . " 

Hiccup scowled at the blond medic. 

"You have a metal leg! You expect to go traipsing around in the 
wintertime while it's still that new and raw? If it were a wood limb, 
that ' d be one thing. This is metal. Hiccup! This is steel! You 
moron ! " 

"How do you know all this?" the brunette asked with a scowl. 

Edward gave him a death glare and lifted his right hand, pulling off 
the glove he wore. "Dumbass." 

"Hey! " 

"Honestly, why do you think Pride gave me the title of 'Eullmetal' in 
the first place?" He snorted, glaring at nothing as he went through 
his cupboards, looking for this herb or that ingredient. 

Hiccup lay in Edward's own bed, confined there until his infection 
cleared up (which, according to the outsider, could take up to two 
months) in the small forest shack. It had a low ceiling, a hearth, 
cupboards and a table, as well as a bed and three large shelves 



stacked with books. Edward was the only man on the island of Berk not 
to own at least one sword and shield set. Instead, a large writing 
desk was pushed up against one of the walls in the dimly-lit house. 

On the small coat rack crammed into the corner hung the ridiculous, 
foreign-looking red coat that Edward treasured so much, as well as 
numerous fur-lined jackets and sweaters. It smelled like a strange 
mixture of whatever it was Edward used to keep his arm and leg from 
rusting and the sweet scent of the woods outside. A bizarre 
combination that Hiccup found he disliked greatly. 

"Who's Pride?" the Viking inquired, silently questioning the man's 
mental health. 

"Just a bastard who probably got his ass kicked from here to the 
moon, " Edward answered fiercely, dropping several diced. . . 
_somethings_a€ 1 into a large pot of boiling water. "But that's not 
important. What _is_ is that you're a freakin' idiot." 

"I have to help out around here!" 

"Then don't insist on helping out _outside_! Be a scholar or 
something, cook, stay _inside_ the blacksmith's shop!" By this point, 
Edward the Metal was slapping his forehead with the palm of his hand. 
"Honestly, can you get any more clueless?" 

"I'm sorry that I'm not an all-knowing genius like you!" Hiccup 
snapped in response. "I only just got this on a few months ago, and 
if you haven't noticed, not many people around here _use_ metal for 
replacements ! " 

Edward frowned, then approached the bed, forgetting what he had 
started entirely. "Bear with me," he said, pulling the 

thickly-layered quilts from Hiccup's feet and examining the crude leg 
carefully. He considered where the metal met the leg and gave a small 
frown. "a€ll'm not sure if it would work, but if you'd likea€l How 
would you like total control over that leg back?" 

Hiccup folded his arms and, in a typical teenage manner, stuck out 
his chin and scoffed. "You can't bring back my leg, stupid. It was 
eaten by a dragon." 

"I wasn't going to bring back your leg. I have something 
bettera€"science . " 

"And how is your sci-whatever going to help my leg?" 

"I'll fit you with automail." Edward was never a mechanic. He barely 
knew how his own limbs functioned, and even then, it was only the 
basis. He had no idea if he'd be able to build a successful 
facsimile, especially since he didn't know if alchemy was an option, 
but he figured it was worth a shot. "I can't guarantee you a limb 
that works as well as mine; after all, I wasn't the one who built it. 
I just broke it all the time." He stared at his metal fingers. "But 
if I can find materials to make wire and the plates, I'd like to 
help . " 

"How do you plan on doing that? You can't go into a blacksmith's 
shop, if you tried melting iron, there's no doubt your arm and leg 
would melt too, it's so hot in there! Don't be stupid, you can't help 
me. Besides, it's just a leg. I lost it due to a mistake I made. It's 



my own fault, not anyone else's." 

Edward's face held a ghost of a smile. "I said the same thing, you 
know, when I was a few years younger than you. The least I can do is 
help you out of this, alright? I'll get you fitted for ports and see 
if I can remember the procedure exactlya€l Are you alright with not 
riding for a couple of years?" 

"Years ? " 

Edward proceeded to explicate his metal leg, called automail, and its 
installation, functions, and rehabilitation time. He explained the 
difficulties of recovery, the pain of ports in cold and in extreme 
heat, the unfeeling of a steel limb. 

Hiccup had listened quietly and agreed immediately to everything. He 
was sixteen nowa€"he was, by village laws, a man and fully qualified 
to make his own choices. 

He drifted in and out of consciousness for a while, the fever 
wreaking havoc on his mind. It wasn't until the sky was fully black 
and snow drifted outside that he really registered anything was 
happening. Upon waking, the dragon tamer heard a faint sound from 
outside, a sound muffled by the snow and silence of winter. 

"_When the cold of Winter comes 

>Starless night will cover day.<br>In the veiling of the sun 
>We will walk in bitter rain."<em> 

It was Edward, he realized dazedly. Oh. 

><emxbr>"But in dreams 

>But in dreams<br>I can hear your name 
>And in dreams<br>And in dreams 
>We will meet again. "<em> 

Hiccup vaguely wondered what he was singing about with such passion. 
He'd heard this particular song one time before, back when Edward had 
only first started to come to the village bonfires. He claimed that 
it was an old song that was as old as his mountain village itself, 
dating back hundreds upon hundreds of years, as old as the tradition 
of raising sheep. 

He could remember the sorrow in his voice as he sang it the first 
time, but this time the same emotion was magnified ten-fold. How 
strange . 

><emxbr>"When the seas and mountains fall 

>And we come to end of days<br>In the dark I hear a call 

>Calling me there. <br>I will go there 

>And back again. "<em> 

Edward the Metal was soa€ 1 cut off. Hiccup realized, and saw that 
Edward reappeared in the door to the outside, downing the last of a 
large glass of mead. 

Golden eyes met brown and Edward nodded in acknowledgment. "I'll work 
on getting you some more medicine, " he said with a slight drunken 
twang . 


"A-al right . 



Silence for twenty minutes followed this two-line exchange until 
Hiccup finally gathered every last bit of courage in him and asked, 
"Why are you always so sad when you look at your limbs? What did you 
do wrong?" 

"Ia€l I defied God's laws. I paid the price. I nearly killed my 
brother once, he may be dead now for all I know. I have no family. I 
became the one person I hated anda€ 1 And I left her all on her 
own . " 

"Why do you hate dragons?" 

"They aren't what you think they are, they just can't be. They're 
chimeras. There's no other explanation." He scowled at the mere 
thought of the giant flying reptiles. "Creatures made with the lowest 
form of alchemy. Depraved science." 

Hiccup watched quietly. He had zero idea what the young man was 
talking about, but sat and listened anyway. 

Listening to another man with a metal leg was the least he could 
do . 


2. Explication of Automail 

**This was intended to be a one-shot, but I figured that since people 
seemed to like the idea, I'd continue onwards with it :)** 

**To my reviewers: 

><strong>Shivakashi : **I'm glad you liked it (and even gladder that 
you reviewed!) I'm continuing this, thanks to you. Your suggestion of 
multiple chapters kinda compelled me to write more, soa€ 1 I did! 

Thank you for inspiring me to write more! :D** 

k**: Well, I'm glad you think it's cool! Thank you so much for 
reading :3** 

TheCrazyAlchemist** : Don't worry. I do my reading and reviewing at 3 
in them morning sometimes (as well as write the occasional 
crackfic...) so I can totally relate. I will definetly continue (as 
you can see, teehee) and I hope you continue to read and support me! 
thank you so much for the review, especially so late at night!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxp> 

**How to Train Your Dragon is property of DreamWorks Films, Fullmetal 
Alchemist is property of Hiromu Arakawa and BONES Studios. Please 
read, review, and enjoy!** 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pxp> 

"Hiccup ! " 

Two lithe arms were thrown around his torso, entrapping him in an 
inescapable embrace. "Oh, Hiccup, you're okay!" 



I n 

I 


"Y-yeah, I'm fine." 

"You looked so sick, I was so scareda€ 

"I'm a Viking with one leg. It takes a lot more than that to kill 


"Don't be stupid. Hiccup, you're the same size as a thirteen-year-old 
girl ! " 

"Whaa? Astrid!" 

It was, indeed, Astrid who had latched herself around the middle of 
the "fallen" dragon tamer. She was the first, aside from Stoick, to 
be allowed in to visit with Hiccup, whose fever and infection had 
gone down dramatically over the course of a week. Her eyes were shut 
and she kept her face buried deeply in the crook between his neck and 
his shoulder. 

Hiccup was both embarrassed and confused as to what he should do. 

Wrap his arms around her? Hold her hands? What? He was no romantic. 

He was still the socially awkward person he'd always been. 

"Alright, alright, give the kid some space, " Edward snorted, smirking 
ever so slightly as he approached the bed with a tray. "Eat." 

Hiccup gratefully took the food as Astrid let go and wasted no time 
digging in. He was famished, having not been able to stomach much 
while he was sick. 

Edward's cooking wasa€ 1 strange. It didn't taste gross, but it wasn't 
anything like the Norse way of preparing meals. But he did cook 
delicious rabbit, which was what Hiccup was enjoying 
presently . 

Astrid watched in wonder and scrutinized the skinny young Viking. 
"Where does it all go?" she mumbled aloud. 

Hiccup either didn't hear her, or else he didn't care, and continued 
on scarfing down food. 

"Don't make yourself sick," Edward chided, rummaging around in his 
cabinets for a drink. "Where did I put the damn bottlea€l?" 

Hiccup paused momentarily and smirked at Edward. "You finished it 
last night, you drunkard." 

"I'm not a drunk!" 

The brunette snorted. "Pfft, as though I'd buy that one. You drink 
yourself to sleep almost every night." 

"Hey, you would too if you'd been through half the shit I 
have ! " 

Hiccup rolled his eyes. Edward was always being dramatic. "Whatever, 
metal head." 

"I wouldn't be talking," the blond said, cocking an eyebrow and 



nodding to Hiccup's left leg. He turned back to the cabinets and 
started muttering in some strange language under his breath. 

Astrid had watched the Viking and the doctor banter comfortably with 
each other and wondered how the animosity she knew Hiccup had felt 
had turned to such a brotherly sort of bond with the medic. "I will 
never in my life understand the way your head works, " she told him 
solemnly, shaking her head. 

Hiccup cocked his cranium to the side in confusion. "What do you 
mean? " 

Astrid shook her head again. "Forget it," she said 
sing-songily . 

Hiccup did. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxp> 

Astrid had left a few hours later, after assuaging herself that 
Hiccup was alright and would not die without her around. Stoick soon 
took her place and had a long discussion with him and Edward about 
automail replacements. 

"He's only a boy!" Stoick insisted. "He can't make these sorts of 
decisions for himself!" 

"I'm fifteen, dad! If I'm old enough to write up a marriage contract, 
I'm old enough to make a decision about my limbs!" 

"Fifteen is too young!" 

Edward watched the father and son amusedly for a moment, then finally 
put his two cents in. "If it makes any difference," he said, "I chose 
myself to get my automail when I was ten." 

Stoick gave him a bewildered look. "And why in your right mind would 
you do that?" 

"I have my reasons, just like Hiccup has his." 

The large Viking looked from his son, to the doctor, then back to his 
son, then back to the doctor several times before finally saying, "So 
tell me about thisa€l automail." 

"It's a prosthetic limb," Edward said, rolling up his left pant leg 
to the knee and removing his boot. The shining metal gleamed brightly 
in the dim light of the fire and the occasional lamp he managed to 
rig up around the hut. "I know that this won't make much sense to 
you, but it reads signals from the brain to operate the limb like a 
normal body part. Even though my leg is totally gone, my head is 
still sending signals to move it, so what automail does is read those 
signals and amplify them, thus giving the limb motion." 

Hiccup looked slightly confused, whilst Stoick looked totally 
lost . 


Edward groaned. "Essentially, it moves like a regular limb because of 



what our brain is telling it to do. Make sense?" 


"Yeah, " both Vikings said. 

"It's attached at something called a port," Edward continued. "Each 
of the severed nerves at that port are attached to wires." He yanked 
his pant leg up even farther, showing the two others the port pulling 
at the skin on his leg. "Luckily, Hiccup's leg was amputated just 
above the knee, like mine was, so this should be fairly easy to 
build. What the port does is give the rest of the leg a place to 
attach to the body, as well as serve as a place where the signals can 
be transferred from the body's nerves into the wires in the leg. You 
follow?" 

Both nodded. 

"Good. " 

"What sort ofa€ 1 problems can happen with this sort of leg?" Stoick 
asked cautiously. 

"It's a pain in the ass in extreme temperatures. He's going to have 
to wear a lot of knee-high socks, several layers of thick clothes if 
he wants to keep himself warm. I'm going to build him a carbon model, 
which is lighter and better for the cold than this steel he's got on. 
It's a good thing he got sick; kept this for too much longer the way 
it is now, he'd have frostbite, and the rest of that leg'd be gone, 
too . " 

Hiccup gulped and Stoick frowned. He was going to have to have a 
good, long talk with Gobber about that one. 

"The recovery process for two limbs is about three years, so if you 
figure thata€ 1 thena€ 1 Hmma€ 1 " Edward was momentarily distracted, 
calculating in his head and on his fingers. "So the rehabilitation 
and recovery will probably take two years for Hiccup, maybe less. I 
was supposed to have three years of rehab and I managed it in one, so 
you never know." He gave Hiccup a maniac grin. "Don't push it though, 
kid, or you'll be puking up blood." 

Hiccup looked mildly frightened at the prospect of hurling blood 
while he tossed his cookies. 

Edward explained that he'd need some assistance from the local 
blacksmith, most likely, to build the plates, nuts, and bolts 
necessary to complete a metal leg. He claimed that he'd take care of 
the rest, including the hydraulics and the wire that was needed to 
build automail. 

Stoick had agreed to ask Gobber and that was that. Until the wires 
and hydraulics were complete, there was simply nothing more Hiccup 
could do but go home and wait . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Yeah, yeah, its short. So sue me. I'm sorry that life 
enjoys getting in my way.<strong> 

**There will definetly be more where this came from! It may be a 
while, but I will definitely complete this story, because now I have 



an idea of what I want to happen and where I want it to go.** 

**And will there be some HiccupxAstrid action? Frick yes.** 

**And will I somehow manage to get some EdxWinry in? Ahh, you know me 
too well. YES.** 

**Please review, criticism is definitely appreciated! 

><strong> 

End 
f lie . 



